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BEGIN WHERE YOUR FATHER LEFT OFF.” 





‘“‘you HAVE BEEN ACCUSTOMED TO LUXURIES, MY DEAR, BUT YOU MUST REMEMBER THAT IT IS HARD FOR ME TO 


“OH, BUT PAPA SAYS HE WOULD PROBABLY FIND IT IMPOSSIBLE TO LEAVE OFF AFTER YOU HAD BEGUN.” 
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CHICKERING 
PIANOS 


Always unsurpassed and always progres- 
sive they were never so good as they are now. 
Professional and popular opinion is witness 
to the truth of the statement. 

Other pianos have sold largely because of 
the abrupt positiveness with which they have 
been presented. Chickerings shall not suffer 
for want of publicity and facility. 

When the Wanamaker Store took over the sell- 


ing of Chickering Pianos for the vicinage of New 
York and Philadelphia— 


The Best Piano that the World 
..Has Yet Produced... 


was offered for sale by 


The Easiest Buying Method that an 
Honest Purchaser Could Wish 


Ask or write us for full information about it. 

But perhaps you are more interested in the fact 
that absolutely right, fair and fixed prices have been 
made on pianos of high character This is an in- 
novation in piano selling that will be welcomed by 
all purchasers. The best pianoin the world. at the 
lowest price for which it can be sold, with the 
Wanamaker guarantee and service. 

And not alone the Chickering; for here are the 
Vose. the Krell. the Haines. the Royal, the Crown— 
each with highest merit in its class. The most 
comprehensive assemblage of pianos gathered in 
any store anywhere. 


JOHN WANAMAKER 
New York. 


HALF PORTIONS. 


Fifteen short stories by the cleverest 
of Lire’s writers, profusely illustrated 
and handsomely printed. 


Price $1.25. 


ATTWOOD’S 
PICTURES. 


Ao Artist’s History of the Last Ten 


A SPECIAL DEPARTIENT FOR 
REMODELLING FUR GARMENTS 





Copyright 1900, by Liye Publishing Qo. 


LIFE’S 
GIBSON 
CALENDAR 


FOR 1903. 





Price $2.00. 








Awarded 


“GRAND PRIX’ 
Paris Exposition 


Life’s Book for Golfers. 


A richly illustrated book, carefully 
printed on heavy paper, dealing ex- = 
clusively with the game of Golf in its 
amusing and sentimental aspects. 
Drawings by Gibson, Hanna, Gilbert, 


Richards, Blashfield, Hutt, and many 
others. 


Cover Design by Gibson. 


Price $2.00. 


FoR naar wurre teks, LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY, New York. 


« 


Years of the Nineteenth Century. 
A collection of the clever and satirical 
vignettes by FRANCIS GILBERT ATTWOOD, 
illustrating the history of our own time. 


Price $2.00. 
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A Toast. 
O the laughs we have aneee, 
What memories rise! What spirits! What zest! 
Fill your glass, stand and drain it— 
Richest, gladdest and best ! 
Mirth needs not a vintage, each jest has ‘‘ Bouquet,” 
Rare spirits no age, merry hearts no decay ! 


























Laughs he best who laughs last? 
Nay! ’Twere lonely! Unpaired ! 
Your glass and your lips— 
To the laughs we have shared. Gypsie. 

























Pprece DE RESISTANCE: A tough roast. 





Fame. 


HAT d’ye think? Will Cousin 
George Dewey’s name go up in 
the Hall of Fame? 

Maybe so; after he’s had leisure 
to stay dead ten years. But I incline 

to suspect that Cousin George got 

the bulk of his fame in a lump—a nugget, so 
to speak—and that the sands of time won’t pan 
out especially rich for him. 

How’ d you rather have your fame—in cash, 
or post-mortuary notes? 

It seems as good to take served hot as any 
way, don’t you think? 

Just as good, and surer. Let’s go and see 
the arch again before they take it down. 
























































A PALLING 


A Laudable Object. Too Much. 
E: Philosophy, my dear (Saas: My wife has prom- 
- madam, is something it takes ised to wait for me at the gate 


STAR. 
















Neighbor : wuy, WHAT'S THE MATTER HERE, MR. GREENBUG? . . . > 
{id ‘enais iat canteen wie etna natrn Saami cobeheh, knowing that one’s whole life has simply because she made you wait 


AND LIKE AS NOT HE’LL HAVE MURDER ON HIS HANDS.” been a mistake.”’ while she fixed up sometimes. 








all one’s life to acquire. of Heaven, if she is the first to go. 
SHE: What, then, is the use in FLASHER: Tut, tut. You i 
acquiring it? shouldn’t be so revengeful as to 





“The supreme satisfaction of make her wait through eternity 


















“* While there is Life there’s Hope.” 
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OrE of the oul vesaiie of 
election is that, once the 

polls are closed, it becomes 

., possible once more to dis- 
cuss things on their merits. 
The demand for special 
pleading falls 
off. Argument 
ceases to aim 
at the election 
of a Presiden- 
tial candidate 
and begins to 
concern itself 
with policies 
The election has 


and their execution. 
settled who shall be President from 


1901 to 1905. It has settled some other 
important questions, but not our coun- 
try’sforeign policy, noritsfuture course 
in the Philippines. Nothing but time 
and Congress will settle that. We must 
expect to go on working over it, and 
hearing it debated and discussed. The 
gain that election has brought is that 
the discussion will be somewhat more 
honest ; that a good many persons who 
have affected an interest and convic- 
tions in the matter of the Philippines 
which they did not really feel, will 
concern theinselves with other matters, 
and a good many others who, for 
political reasons, had stopped discuss- 
ing our course in those islands will 
begin again. The question will have 
to be thrashed out, whether or not we 
are going to maintain for ourselves, at 
huge cost, an Ireland off the coast of 
Asia, and if not, how we are going to 
avoid it. A satisfactory conclusion 
will not be easy to reach, for the snarl 
is complicated, but the motive for 


LIFE 


reaching it is strong, both on moral 
and financial grounds, and the effort 
will doubtless be proportionate. 

There are good people in the country 
who think our course in the Philip- 
pines has been the best that was open 
to us, and that the evil results of it 
were unavoidable. There are other 
fairly decent people who think we 
have made a dreadful mess of things 
and are still on the wrong tack. Now 
that election is over it may be possible 
for persons who hold the former of 
these views to rid themselves of the 
idea that those who hold the latter 
view are traitors and murderers of our 
soldiers. That change, if it comes, 
will be timely and very welcome. The 
argumentum ad hominem has not helped 
much in the Philippines matter. 
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FTER all, bank robbing is a pro- 

fession suited only to men of 
stout hearts and extreme endurance, as 
well as of exemplary business habits. 
It may seem an easy way to get rich, 
but what the newspapers have been 
telling of the day-by-day experiences of 
Mr. Alvord, one of the most brilliantly 
successful bank robbers that ever lived, 
tends to dispel that impression. Mr. 
Alvord has been a very laborious man. 
To have fun enough with his stealings 
to make peculation seem to pay, he has 
had to lead a pretty hard life. We read 
of his profuse expenditures at Saratoga; 
of his horse-race, and gambling-house, 
activities; of his dinners and suppers in 
the theatre district of this town. But 
all the time, except when he dared to 
allow himself a day’s vacation, he was 
the model of punctuality and industry 
for the hands employed in his bank. 
Invariably, when he slept at his sub- 
urban home, he caught the 7:05 train 
in the morning. Invariably, when 
work began at the corner of Wall Street 
and Broadway he was at his desk. 

Oh, brethren; let us not be bank 
robbers. It may seem easy and lucra- 
tive, but think of the weariness of 
trying to have fun enough to make it 
pay, and the horrible pitch of punctu- 
ality that it would constrain us to 
maintain! Let us stick to jobs that 
are less exacting, even though the 
apparent cash profits are not so great. 











Or™= in New Jersey the body of a 

dead factory girl has been passing 
from coroner to coroner, and four 
citizens are in jail charged with a 
crime that has shocked even the most 
hardened readers of criminal hews. 
None of the scoundrels who have been 
locked up belongs to what we are used 
to consider the criminal class. All four 
of the men are well connected and fairly 
well-to-do. They were not intentional 
murderers. Their predicament is due 
to certain misapprehensions about 
pleasuro, and the lengths to which the 
pursuit of it may be carried. In every 
large community there are men — 
young men usually — whose impulse 
towards enjoyment is strong, and 
whose notions of what is tolerable and 
what is not are exceedingly indefi- 
nite. They will be pretty sure to read 
whatever the newspapers print about 
the exploits of these scoundrels in 
Paterson, and about whatever retribu- 
tion may overtake them. Let us hope 
that what they read may be of a nature 
to arouse them to the inexpediency of 
profligate courses. The great differ- 
ence between the Paterson scoundrels 
and hundreds—perhaps thousands — of 
other young thugs, is that the Pater- 
son scoundrels had bad luck and have 
been caught. It is of importance that 
they shall be dealt with strictly ac- 
cording to their legal deserts, that so 
the egregious iniquity of the games 
they play may be brought home to 
others of their sort. 





[t goes very much against the grain 

to part with Charles Dudley 
Warner. One never thought of him as a 
man whose work was done, yet it was 
work of important volume as wellas of 
delightful quality, and it is more than 
seventy-one years since hecame to Earth 
to do it. A good man, a good writer, a 
good citizen ; a man whom thousands 
of us habitually counted as one of the 
individualities that made up our world. 
When we lose such a man it is as 
though the Eartk had jolted in its spin- 
ning, and we had felt the jar. 
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A Conversation. 


MIDNIGHT in October. A full 
moon floats over a forest of 
pines. A great bird sinks slowly 
thrcugh the branches and lays a 
burden carefully on the moss at a tree 
trunk. A large animal trotting briskly 
through the wood collides with the 
bird and stops abruptly. 

THE WoLF: I beg your pardon. 

THE STORK (covering his burden cure- 
Sully with his wing): My fault, I’m 
sure. 

THE WoLF: Why, bless me, I didn’t 
recognize you at first. Well met. I’m 
always glad to see an old friend. Got 
one of your stock in trade there I 
presume. 

THE STORK (anziously): Is your re- 
mark prompted by curiosity or ap- 
petite ? 

THE WOoLF: Politeness, I assure 
you. That sort of thing is out of my 
diet. The wolf-at-the-door and the 
Red-riding-hood animal are an entirely 
different breed. 

THe StorK: What sort of food do 
you —— : 

THE WoLF: Coal, groceries, taxes, 


WHEN THE FIGHTING’S OVER. 


clothes, and occasionally truffles and 
champagne. You know I’ve howled 
just as often on a brown stone stoop as 
a wooden door-step. 

THE STORK: Yes—you differ from 
me there as a rule. I haven’t done 
much business lately with brown stone 
fronts. 

THE WoLF: And you have done a 
good bit in your time, haven’t you? 
By the way, when were your services 
called on first ? 

THE STORK : Oh, some months after 
the creation of Adam. Business was 
naturally dull about that time. The 
supply more than equaled the de- 
mand. And you? 

THE WoLF: I made my appearance 
later—with civilization. You’ll par- 
don my saying it, but I think I’ll out- 
last you. You appear to be falling 
away lately. Lack of exercise, eh? 

THE StorK (rudely): And you ap- 
pear to be suffering with obesity. 

THE WoLF: My normal condition. 
I didn’t mean to make you angry. 

THE StrorK (sadly): And after all 
you’re right. I'll be as extinct as the 
dodo in a few hundred years. Well, I 





must be flying. I only stopped for a 
second’s rest. You see I’m carrying 
double to-night. 

THE WOLF: Twins, eh? Shades of 
my Roman ancestors! I dare say you 
remember Romulus and Remus. 

THE SToRK : Perfectly. Your family 
and I have a great deal in common. 
As I leave the chimney nowadays, I 
always look to see you coming up the 
front steps. 4 

THE WoLF: Well, I must be off. 
There’s no rest for me night or day. 
I’m due at a hundred doors before 
morning. Which way do you go? 

The Stork murmurs an address. 

THE Wo.LF: Dear me, how for- 
tunate. It’s the very place I’m:bound 
for myself. The first on the list. We’lL 
arrive about the same time. 

THE StorK (picking up its bundle and 
spreading its wings): Delighted, I’m 
sure. Good night. 

THE WoLF: Good night. See you 
later. 

(The Stork floats away in the track of 
the moon. The Wolf trots swiftly beneath 
the trees ) 

Theodosia Garrison. 
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Macmillan Company.) 


There are one or two clever situations in 7’he 
Bennett Twins, by Grace Marguerite Hurd, but 
otherwise this story of a brother and sister’s 


Bohemian winter in New York is 
so perfectly ladylike that chivalry 
forbids our saying what we think 
of it. (The Macmillan Company.) 


There areoccasions when all one 
asks of a book is that for a few 
hours it will hold one’s attention 
against all comers. The Fugitives, 
by Morley Roberts, is such a book. 
It is a tale of adventure during 
the Boer war, and, if it is im- 
probable, the reader will not 
take time to realize the fact until 
he has finished the story. (Mc- 
Clure, Phillips and Company.) 


The crop of historical romances 
has been large. It is garnered 
and the Harvest Home has been 
sung, but there are still some 
gleaners in the field. One of these, 
Maude Wilder Goodwin, comes 
now with a very small sheaf— 
The Head of a Hundred in the 
Colony of Virginia, 1622. (Little, 
Brown and Company.) 


Sir Walter Besant’s later books 
have been of a kind to make the 
powers that be (if they have read 
them) wonder why they had 
knighted him. While, however, 
he is still wrestling against heavy 
odds with the subject of heredity, 
The Fourth Generation, slightly 
altered since its appearance a year 


‘HE faculty of seeing things which others miss, joined to 

the ability to make the others appreciate his point of 
view, is the secret of Cifford Johnson’s charm. His new book, 
Along French Byways, is, moreover, profusely illustrated from the 
author’s photographs, many’ of which are very artistic. (The 
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SCENE: INFERNO. 
“on, AUNTY | WHO ARE THOSE POOR PEOPLE WITH THE LONG THINGS TRAILING BEHIND THEM?” 
‘* THOSE, MY DEAR, ARE PLUMBERS, CONDEMNED TO DRAG, FOREVER, AS MUCH UNNECESSARY 
PIPE AS THEY HAVE LAID IN LIFE.” 


ago as a serial, approximates more nearly than its imme later, are said to be the only work of the author’s remain- 
diate predecessors the merits of his earlier works. (Fred- ing unpublished. (Frederick A. Stokes Company.) 


erick A. Stokes Company.) 


The lost marriage certificate, the unsuspected countess, 


A series of very vivid sketches of the war in Cuba by the general ‘‘ Villain, villain, give me the child !”’ spirit of 
Stephen Crane are gathered in book form under the title the old days at Jacob’s Third Avenue Theatre are all with 
of Wounds in the Rain. They are among the best things us again between the covers of Philip Verrill Mighels’ 
he has done, and, with the exception of a novel to appear Nella, the Heart of the Army. Incidentally, Mr. Mighels 








finds time, amid the melodramatic whirl, 
to solve the servant girl problem! This is 
by a safe margin the most absurd book of 
the year. (R. F. Fenno and Company. ) 


Colonial Days and Ways is a charming 
and interesting volume written in a very 
pleasant style. Theauthor, Helen Evertson 
Smith, has had access to an unusually 
large and long-preserved hoard of family 
papers and from these has been gathered 
most of the material for her book. (The 
Century Company.) 





Actors monopolize much printed space in 
the newspapers, but it isn’t often that the 
individual, living actor has an entire book 
devoted to himself. The F. A. Stokes Com- 
pany have thought it worth while to accord 
this distinction to Miss Ellen. Terry and Mr. 
John Drew. The books are dainty, and it 
may be safely said that each will have at 
least one reader. 


The Major. 
W BITING a little be- 


fore election, it 

seems safe to congratulate 
the Major on being less 
unacceptable to his coun- 
trymen than Colonel 
Bryan. His triumph will, 
on many accounts, be one to be especially 
prized. For one thing, it will be less 
likely than most triumphs to turn its 
beneficiary’s head, for surely no Presi- 
dent ever before got so many votes from 
men who disapproved important details 
of his policy and distrusted his ability to 
hold the Ship of State to the course she 
ought to take. What the Major prom- 
ises to be the humble means of enabling 
the voters to demonstrate is that the 
country believes in sound money, in 

> order, and in the support of an upright 
& and independent judiciary, and does not 
believe in free silver, populism, and 
courts constrained to be indulgent to 
mob rule. The victory will be, by no 
means, barren. It will bear fruits amply 
for four years to come, and we all hope 
that they will be good fruits. One ex- 
ceedingly valuable result that is hoped 
for from it, is the reformation of the Demo- 
cratic party, and its return to common 
sense, competent leaders and usefulness. 
The country cannot spare it. It is es- 
sential to good government in the Republic 
that, when the independent voter loses 
faith in one group of leaders, there shall 
be another group whose patriotism and 
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The Right Side and the Wrong Side of the Bed. 


H, Johnny Jones’s bed is a very funny bed. 
On one side the sun shines ever bright, 
And the birds all sweetly sing, and it’s gay as everything, 
But the other side is dark and drear as-night. 


And when Johnny Jones awakes he must care which side he takes, 
As the rising bell is calling, merrily. 

If the wrong side out he gets, all the day he fumes and frets, 
And is generally sent to bed without his tea. 


But if he jumps, instead, out the right side of the bed, 
Where the merry sun is beaming, bright and hot, 

He’ll be happy all the day, at his books or at his play, 
And his mamma’ll give him candy, like as not! 


Paul West. 


intelligence he can trust, and whose candidates he is not 
afraid to vote for. 


A FTER all, the hardest proposition that our Governor faced 
during his recent protracted burst of itinerant oratory was 
not the tumult at Victor, Colorado, nor the hoots of ill-mannered 


lads in Chicago. He met it on October 12, at Plainfield, Indiana, 

when he was called upon to address a crowd of Quakers. What 

does anybody suppose our Governor found to say to those peace- 

loving Quakers? Did he blush? Did he hesitate? Not much. 

‘*T am glad,” he said, ‘‘ to address the members of the Society that 

stood by President McKinley and gave their influence toward 

international arbitration at the Peace Conference at the Hague.” It 

is not often said of our Governor that he is slick, but his address to - 

the Plainfield Quakers would look very much at home in a col- 

lection of slick feats. 

WRITER on the opera wonders seriously, in a 

serious contemporary, whether the coming season 

of grand opera will not be materially in- 

jured by the fact that the sacred precincts 

- of the Metropolitan Opera House have 

been invaded by large audiences listening 

to opera in English at prices somewhat 

reduced from the usual standard. If the conjecture were satirical, 

or flippant, or based on the fact that the financial or artistic 

competition might affect the older institution, it would not be 

noteworthy. But put seriously, and arguing on the ground that 

the social position of the present audiences is inferior, it seems a 

strange commentary on the intrinsic value of grand opera to those 
who have been its most enthusiastic votaries. 
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Autumn Bulletin 





New Rendering of the Rubaiyat. 
By Mignon Muawump. 


Mrs. Mugwump is the proprietor of a large 
boarding house on Tebinaton Avenue, 
and between meals has become an expert 
in Persian dialect. Recognizing the need 
of something entirely new, she has been 
at work translating Omar for the past six 
months, at the earnest request of several 
of her boarders, who appreciate her 
literary talent. This book is awaited 
with intense interest. Printed on hand- 
made floor matting, with cover of 
Canadian pine shingles. The author has 
made the type for this volume, and a lock 
of her own hair goes with each copy. 


The Crisis in Fourteenth Street. 
By A Group or EXPERTs. 


A number of articles which have appeared 
in the papers, written by people whom no 
one cares about and which attracted no 
attention, have been thought worthy to 
put in book form. Among the chapters 
are: The Trust in Tammany—Croker’s 
Diet—Jack Frost and Van Wyck—Platt’s 
Revenge. 


Old Colonial Nights. 
By OTELIA CLAMBAKE SPUDWAY. 
Nearly two months have elapsed since a 
book in which George Washington is one 
of the leading characters has been pub- 
lished. But this gap is now filled. In 
‘**Old Colonial Nights,” George Washing- 
ton springs forth with renewed vigor and 
we see him now in a new light hitherto 
unsuspected. But this is not all—John 
Paul Jones, John Adams, George III., 
Charles Fox, the author’s great grand- 
parents and a host of others, literally 
crowd the pages. To show the local color, 
we have merely to mention that the ex- 
clamation, ‘‘Gadzooks,” appears 401 times. 


The Blue Dog. 


A Book for Children. By Daisy 
DUMPLING. 


The author spent several years in an insane 
asylum fitting herself for the work, and 
illustrations are furnished by a Sunday 
World artist. It is just the book for a 
child—the kind you all like. 


How to Know the Grass. 
By AMELIA BLADE PICKET. 


This intensely important subject is covered 
by a well-known authority with a zeal 
and earnestness which leaves nothing to 
be desired. The book is handsomely 
illustrated, showing blades of grass from 
every State and Territory. 
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GULLREADER & SELLUM 
Forthcoming Announcement of 


NEW BOOKS 


To Love and to Leave. 
By Marion MINUET. 


This historical novel, which has been run- 
ning the last eight years in Duncey’s 
Magazine, is fully down to Miss Minuet’s 
standard. The scene is laid in Hoboken 
during the thrilling days of the Revolu- 
tion. Three proofreaders fainted dead 
away while reading it. The plot is out 
of sight. So is the grammar. Miss 
Minuet’s picture will appear next week 
in over eight hundred papers. We know, 
because we supplied the half-tone cuts. 


Hot Hearts. 


By Maup S. MuLBERRY. 


Miss Mulberry is but sixteen years old, 
and dithough she has been in literary 


life but three weeks has already achieved” 


a remarkable success, having written 
several novels. 


At the Sign of the Health 
Band. 


By Davip CarRuM. 


A new novel by the author of ‘‘ The Colonial 
Counterpane” is a distinct event. Im- 
mediately upon reading the manuscript 
of this book, we ordered four new Hoe 
perfecting presses, and ran off a prelimi- 
nary edition of 1,000,000 copies. 


The Truth About Shakespeare. 
By GIDEON GUTTERPERCHER. 


The great scarcity of books about Shakes- 
peare has been so marked ever since he 
died that Mr. Gutterpercher has kindly 
cut down his work on the Morning Journal 
long enough to write out his own complete 
idea of the great dramatist. The sonnets 
are treated FROM AN ENTIRELY 
NEW STANDPOINT. Mr. Gutterper- 
eber has unique facilities, having on hand 
a complete file of the New York Tribune, 
and the playwright’s life is shown AS 
NEVER BEFORE! 


Among the Bores. 


A Truthful Account of How I 
Escaped. By WIMPLETON WEED. 


No more thrilling book than this has ever 
been penned. A faithful and accurate 
recital of nearly four weeks spent in 
literary circles of New York. Among 
the chapters are ‘‘ A Night at the Players’ 
Club,” ‘‘ Mr. Duncey Reads Aloud from 
His Own Manuscript,” ‘‘ Entertained by 
Harry Thirsty Peck,” ‘‘ Talked to = 
Jno. Deddrick Pangs,” ete. Replete wit 
hairbreadth escapes. Tragedies on every 
page. 
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In Flat 316. 


i inape shades of night have wrapped 
me ’round, 

Upon my humble cot, 

And ’mid a slumber soft and sound 
I dream that cares are not ; 

But sudden thunder shakes my bed 
And rumbles, rasps and roars— 

’Tis token that the folks o’erhead 
Have moved their sliding doors. 


Anon again I sleep, and try 
Once more the land of dreams ; 
But lo, there swell a lusty ery 
And shrieks and angry screams. 
Be calm, be calm, sad heart, for that’s 
My neighbors’ baby sweet ; 
Just hear the flabby pitty-pats 
Of ‘‘ papa’s”’ busy feet ! 


At last the dawn arrives, and orings 
The morning’s carols gay, 

As through the wall a neighbor sings 
Her ragtime roundelay. 

And next an incense, rising slow, 
My kind attention begs, 

And shouts the fact that down below 
They’re cooking ham and eggs. 


The morning speeds apace. Above, 
The baby frets and cooes ; 

To right, peals forth: ‘‘O come, my 

love!” 

Beneath, some cabbage stews. 

Then sharp at half-past one o’clock 
My ceiling creaks and moans— 

I list to ‘‘ mamma,” up there, rock 
And croon in dulcet tones. 


The eve is nigh. And husbands all 
Ascend—tramp, tramp !—the stair. 

I note them kiss-— I note them call-— 
I note them laugh and swear. 

Now ‘‘ baby’’’s put to bed. ‘‘ Oh dear, 





What's trumps?’”’——  ‘“‘It’s after 
ten!” — 

“Jack, don’t!’’—— ‘“ Ba-a-a-a 

a-a-a-ah ! ’’—— I doze ——to hear 


Those sliding doors again. 
Edwin L, Sabin, 


HE Women’s Christian Tem- 
perance Union of Massachu- 

setts has decided that alcohol is a 
poison, and that the feeble at- 
tempts of Professor Atwater of 
Wesleyan University to demon- 
strate by scientific experiments 
that it isn’t, are a total failure. 
There is no law in Massachusetts 
against calling alcohol names, and 
the ladies may call it a poison 
without fear of penalty if they 
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choose. It certainly kills 
some folks who take 
enough of it at one time, 
and we all know that, 
poison or not, it is a sub- 
stance that requires to be 
used, if used at all, with 
ceaseless discrimination. 
Inasmuch, though, as 
many poisons are very ~ 
useful and are consumed 
in large quantities, it does 
not appear that, even if 
the W. C. T. U. ladies are 
right, they have got 
ahead very much, There 
is some alcohol in bread, 
yet we are not going to 
discard bread in conse- 
quence unless it disagrees 
with us. There is some 
in beer also, but the world 
will go on drinking more 
or less beer. The impor- 
tant thing about alcohol 
is to learn how to use it, 
or how to let it alone. 
Practically it doesn’t sig- 
nify whether it is a poison 
or a food, for its results are 
the same whatever name 
it goes by, and about its 
results there is very little 
obscurity, and, among 
sensible people, not much 
difference of opinion. 
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HE woman was made 
last so she wouldn’t 
have to wait for some 
one to talk to. 


The Eternal 
Feminine: 
‘6 1* is you women who 
make all the trouble 
in life,” 
_ Yes, and who make 
life worth the trouble.’’ 





In Brooklyn. 
we 2 ns you boil your 

water before drink- 
ing it? ”’ 

** Boilit ! Well, I guess 
not.. I’d rather drink a 
IF JAMES WATT SHOULD RETURN TO EARTH, menagerie than a ceme- 
tery any day.’’ 
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A wipow AND HER 
Vv. 


SHE FINDS SOME CONSOLATION 
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a7 \ SISNET 
The Birth of Another Star. 


O great an authority as Dean Swift says that the man who 
makes two blades of grass grow where one grew before 
deserves well of his kind. Considering how much grass 
there is in the world and, comparatively, how little fun, 
we think the Dean’s agriculturist is a far less deserving 
person than Mr. Peter F. Dailey, who makes many laughs 
grow where none grew before. For so ponderous a person 

Mr. Dailey is very flippant and probably does not regard himself 

seriously as a benefactor of the human race. But a comedian who 

is really a comedian, even of the flippant school represented by Mr. 

Dailey, has a distinct and creditable place in the scheme of human 

affairs. Those persons who take their pleasure sadly would proba- 

bly look down on Mr. Dailey and his efforts to amuse as being 
beneath the consideration of individuals of taste and discernment. 

But even these might be more comfortable to live with should they 

occasionally abandon themselves to the genial influence of such 

simple and harmless fun as Mr. Dailey dispenses. It is a good 

diversion from the cares and worries of every-day life and a 

medicine that works good without reaction. 

‘Hodge, Podge and Company” is the string of nonsense—it 
cannot be called a play—which serves as a vehicle for Mr. Dailey’s 
fun. With the exception of Christie McDonald, dainty, tuneful 
and rather pretty, and an aggregation of shapely and uncostumed 
young women, Mr. Dailey is the whole show. His shoulders are 
literally and metaphorically broad enough to carry the entire 
evening's entertainment. His methods are beyond analysis, but 
there is no question of their success in producing laughter. He 
possesses the mysterious quality, sometimes called personal mag- 
netism, which enables him to carry his audience with him in 
seeing fun in the most commonplace material. 

If you are wondering where the money is coming from to meet 
that note due to-morrow, or if you have suffered some catastrophe 
like the unexpected arrival of triplets, you can forget your woes for 
awhile at least, and can face them with better courage when they 
come back, if you put in an evening under the influence of Peter 
Dailey’s genial nonsense. 

& % * 


M*®: SARAH COWELL-LE MOYNE and her managers de- 

serve well of theatre-lovers for their unselfish experiments 
in the production of plays, interesting in them- 
selves, but which cannot expect to appeal to, the 
masses who make plays profitable. Of this kind 
are Browning’s ‘‘In a Baleony”’ and Zangwill’s 
‘*The Moment of Death.” Both of these pro- [-~ 





performance. Whatever diversity of opinion there may be con- 
sidering its literary value, there can be no denying that this 
peculiar product of Mr. Zangwill’s peculiar brain is thoroughly 
absorbing as a play. It isn’t an especially pleasant piece, but it 
holds the attention closely. 

* * * 


HE physical inadequacy of Maude Adams in 
the greater scenes of ‘‘ L’Aiglon” and the 
belief that Bernhardt’s age and stature will 
rob the character of Reichstadt of some of its 
appealing pathos, has raised the question of 
whether the part could possibly be played by a 
man. Most actors would be too virile for the 

passages written in the minor key, and casting the eye over the 

entire dramatic firmament there appears but one actor on our stage 
who could possibly act the part without destroying tne illusion. 

This is Walker Whiteside, little known to fame in New York 

although once in a short engagement he fairly surprised the critics 

by the excellence of his Hamlet. In size and temperament Mr. 

Whiteside would make an ideal Reichstadt and as he is a student 

he could be relied upon to read Rostand’s lines with at least as 

much intelligence as Maude Adams displays and to give the 
forceful passages more force. It would be an interesting experi- 
ment to try a man in the leading réle of this fine play. 

Metcalfe. 





LIFE'S CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE TO THE THEATRES. 


Academy of Music.—There may be a few American citizens who have 
not seen James O’Neill’s spectacular ‘“‘ Monte Cristo.”". They should see it. 
Republic.—James A, Herne’s “Sag Harbor.’? Worth seeing if you care 
for rural fun portrayed faithfully. 
Empire.—John Drew as Richard Carvel; not the best thing he has 
ever done, but interesting to those who have read the book. 
Lyceum.—* A Royal Family.” A rather amusing play well presented. 
Metropolitan Op2ra House.—Grand Opera in English done on a larger 
scale than ever before in America, 
Da'ly’s.—“ San Toy.” Musical comedy well worth seeing and hearing. 
Savoy —Henrietta Crosman’s “ Mistress Nell.’’ One of the artistic suc- 
cesses of the season, 
Knickerbock2r.—Maude Adams in “ L’Aigion.” A fairly good produc- 
tion of a very good play. 
Garrick.—Mr, Crane’s David Harum. Worth seeing, whether you have 
read the book or not. 
Madison Square.—Peter F. Dailey in Hodge, Podge & Co. See above. 
Wallack’s.— The Greatest Thing in the Wortd.”” Mrs. Sarah Cowell- 
Le Moyne in a serious play fairly worth seeing. : 
Garden.—Richard Mansfield in ‘‘Henry V.’ Worth sitting through 
the play for the sake of the great stage picture in the last act. 
Victoria.—‘‘ The Rogers Brothers in Central Park.’ Not funny enough 
to waste time on. 
Herald Square. Picturesque and well-acted “ Arizona.” An American 
play well worth seeing. 
Criterion.—Mrs. Leslie Carter as Zaza. Artistic, but not exactly pious, 








ductions were carefully and, in the main, well 
done, but were marred by the fact that Mrs. Le 
Moyne’s voice was painfully hoarse. ‘‘In a 
Balcony” is well known to readers, but Mr. 
Zangwill’s play was new here. It is a curious 
and ingenious stage-setting of a rather grewsome 
tale of Australian murder and London remorse, 
and has been added to the bill of the regular 





yun 





Arveest le-eenee 





“ aH, THEAH, JIMMY! COME OUT FAW A LITTLE RUN?” 
““WHERE ARE YOU GOING? TO THE CEMETERY ?’? 
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PREHISTORIC AMERICA. 


Mound Builder: wE.WILL HAVE TO MOVE FARTIER WEST. 


The Reason! 


“= now and then, 
there bobs up in 
print the question of why 
the country boys run away 
from the old farm and goto 
the city,’’ said the Sage of 
Kohack, in one of his 
ruminative moods. 
**T have studied the 
subject considerably, 
and I can find only 
one plausible reason 
for it. 
‘In the country 
‘we never have nerv- 
at ous prostration or appendi- 
citis, or the telephone ear, or microbes, or general breakin’ 
down, and enly occasionally git sunstruck in the hayfield or 
while lammin’ up rails, or break our rural backs choppin’ 
cord-wood, or are baked alive while scrougin’ back the 
timothy or red-top or clover in the haymow or are kicked 













THESE NEWCOMERS WITH THEIR MODERN WEAPONS ARE KILLING ALL OUR GAME. 


into the middle of the subsequent week by an unapprecia- 
tive beef-critter. Out in the broad, green, free country we 
face no danger of bein’ run over by the clangin’ cable car or 
kneaded all out of shape by the haughty automobile—but 
are only just simply and agriculturally cut to pieces by 
tlfe mowin’ machine’s jiggerin’ knives. In the city, if 
you die you are down, walked over, out of it, and forgotten, 
but when the harvest machinery gits hold of us country 
folks, our friends come from as far as fourteen miles away 
to sigh over our segregations and wonder if our sorrowin’ 
relatives managed to match us together like we used to be. 
We cut some figger when we git killed in the country, 
lemme tell you ! 

‘In the city, it is part of the young man’s job to tremble 
and grow obsequious at the pompous approach of the side- 
whiskered, double-chinned octopus of monopoly who holds 
his ultimateness in the palm of his hand; but in the 
country, where all men are free and equal, and everyone is 
just as good as every other one, and upon occasions a 


’ darned sight better; where the scent of the new-turned soil 


awaits the coming of the sensitive-nostrilled novelist from 
the city, we have nothing worth mentionin’ to do to retain 
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our situations, but to turn out an 
hour or so before daybreak and 
sit on the fence and patiently 
wait for the arrival cf sufficient 
light to enable us to intelligently 
hoe while we thirst ; and then we 
only have to hoe till our heads 
snap and crackle, as early as 
eleven o’clock in the forenoon, like 
a mess of Roman candles, and we 
devoutly wish to be in the very 
middle of the Pit of So-and-so, 
esteeming such a place of resi- 
dence a boon and privilege as 
compared with our present state 
and condition. 

‘* This in summer, when all Na- 
ture smiles, and the daffodils and 
other interestin’ botanical speci- 
mens pop up and expand into gran- 
diloquent gorgeousness. But, on 
the opposite side of the almanac, 
when King Winter shackles the 
prattlin’ rivelets, as they call ’em 
in stories, and gigglin’ rills with 
gyves of ice ; when the snow-shot 
skins the cheek of the belated 
wayfarer like a village barber, and 
the north wind socks its steel-cold 
barbs clear through you and 
clinches ’em on the other side; 
when you are compelled to bring 
the faithful old well into the 
kitchen and set it by the stove 
over night to keep it from freezin’ 
to death, and the brindle cow ac- 
quires an adamantine knob on the 
subsequentiousness of her tail and 
whacks your brains nearly out 
with a swipe of the same while 
you are desperately assayin’ to 
titillate her, with the mercury 
down to an anonymous number of 
degrees below zero—that’s all the 
country boy has to do in winter, 
except to mend and grease the 
harness, shell the corn, grind the 
tools, sort over the apples, feed 
the hungry varmints, and so forth. 

‘* So, carefully lookin’ the whole 
matter of agricultural freedom 
and happiness up one side and 
down the other, and comparin’ it 
with urban life with its perils and 
pitfalls, I am inclined to think 
that the main reason why the 
young men of the present day and 
regular rural raisin’ run away 
from the farms is b’cuz they are so 
constituted that they can’t fly.’’ 


Lite 


A GOOD SHOT. 
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A Literary Note. 
Faerie ER book by Henry James! 
In language hieroglyphic— 
One wouldn’t mind, if this were all, 
But—James is so prolific. 





HE San Francisco News-Letter 
is frequently guilty of repub- 
lishing copyrighted material from 
Lire and not acknowledging the 
source. ; 
This is all the more reprehensible 
because the News-Letter is other- 
wise ably conducted and has all 
the earmarks of journalistic re- 
spectability. 
HE (to maid): Notso tight now, 
Jane, that I can’t sit down; 
just tight enough to show there’s 
some one inside. A skirt, like a 
house, looks best when it looks 
inhabited. 
ASPER: I wonder why the 
magazines publish such unin- 
telligible poetry. 
BIGHEAD: Because the editors 
can’t understand it and don’t dare 
to reject it for fear it may be great. 





| Pps us not believe the newspaper 

story that Mr. Thomas Nelson 
Page has gone abroad because Wash- 
ington society threatened to resent his 
remarks disclosed last summer about 
the foolishness of certain elements of 
Newport society. There are lots of 
better reasons for going to Europe than 
that. Besides, Newport society is more 
addicted to the atmosphere of Europe 
than of Washington. If Mr. Page is 
really going abroad, it is probably with 
the intention of perfecting himself in 
the use of dialects by a stay at Monte 
Carlo or some other centre of polyglot 
activity. If he had merely wished to 
escape the resentment of Newport, he 
could have come to New York. More- 
over, it is doubtful whether Newport 
cared a hang what Mr. Page said about 
it. Not caring what folks think is 
Newport’s strong point. Folks don’t 
go there to merit the eulogies of their 
fellows. They go to have fun. 


No Barrier. 
**T SHOULDN’T think you 
would care to be engaged to 
such an elderly man.”’ 
‘*Why not? It doesn’t interfere 
with my other engagements.” 





RECONSIDERED. 


He: you NEED NOT FEAR. I SHALL DO NOTHING DESPERATE JUST BECAUSE YOU HAVE REFUSED ME. 
“THEN, DARLING, I REPENT. IT WAS ONLY THE THOUGHT THAT YOU MIGHT DO SOMETHING ROMANTIC THAT MADE ME REFUSE You.” 
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THE game is done and the darkness 
Falls on the vanquished team 
Like balm upon their bruises— 
Or plaster—or cold cream 
And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me, 
That is almost akin to pain, 
As I silently count the dollars 
1 lost on that football game 
— The Club Fellow. 


CHIEF JUSTICE MCFARLAND of the Supreme Court tackled 
&@ youngster the other day, who, in spite of appearances, will 
\probably be an ornament to the bench one of these days. 
/The boy had just taken the law examinations and had failed. 
‘Said Justice McFarland, by way of consolation : 

i “It's really too bad that you could not have been ad- 
)mitted to the bar after your first trial, but then, you know, 
sthe brightest men often fail the first examination.”’ 

“Thank you, sir,” replied the would-be lawyer, ‘I 
failed this time, but I feel cocksure that I can make it on 
my second try.” 

“Your confidence is commendable,” replied the Justice, 
* but it is not well to be overconfident. What makes you so 
sure?” 

‘Well, I know that I have tried once and failed, Now, 
if the Supreme Court had decided once that I am not bright 
jenough to practice law, it’s a pretty sure sign that the sec- 


ond trial will pass me ; for who ever heard of the Supreme 
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Court having rendered the same decision twice?” 
( — News-Letter. 


MR. BODKIN, Q. C., tells the following anecdote of ihe late 
Mr. Francis Macdonagh, Q. C., who was for upwards of forty 
years the recognized leader of the Irish Bar : 

“I remember once in the early glory of my wig and 





For sale by all Newsdealersin Great Britain. The Inter- 
national News Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, 
London. E. C., England, AGENTS. 


gown I got a case for an opinion, The solicitor thought it a 
very simple case, or he would not have sent ittome. IL 
thought so, too, With the touching confidence of the neophyte, 
I took my pen and began : 

***T am clearly of opinion,’ 

‘* Now it so happened that I sat in the law library beside 
the silver-haired silken Nestor of the Irish Bar, a leader of 
unfathomable astuteness. This elder chanced to glance over 
my shoulder as I wrote, 

“*My dear young friend,’ he said, softly—we were all 
his dear young friends— never write that you are clearly of 
opinion on a law point. The most you can, hope to discover 
is the preponderance of the doubt.’ — Green Bag. 


“An!” said the young man, with the little bald spot on 
the crown of his head, “ your life has been a calm, placid, 
emotionless one. You have never met your fate. You have 
never been in the grasp of an overmastering passion that has 
seized you by the heart-strings and held you quivering.” 

“Surely I have!” she replied, wonderingly. ‘I am 
learning to play golf!” — Chicago Tribune. 


AT a luncheon given him by some strangers in an English 
town, where he was lecturing the other day, Israel Zangwill 
was treated us a famous celebrity, and his most indifferent 
remark was received with great interest. After luncheon 
his hostess asked him to write something in her little boy’s 
diary, so that the little man might always remember the day 
he saw the great writer. Mr. Zangwill turned over the leaves 
of the diary, reading here and there : 

“Got a reward of merit,” “Had a birthday party,” 
*Tonsilitis,”’ etc., and then he wroto: 

** December-Zang willitis.”"—Argonaut. 


THE most popular man in a Western town once got into 
a difficulty with a disreputable tough, who was the terror of 


the place, and did him up in a manner entirely satisfactory 
to the entire community. I]t was necessary, however, to 
vindicate the majesty of the law, and the offender wag 
brought up for trial on a charge of assault with intent to 
kill. The jury took the case and were out about two minutes, 
when they returned, ' 

“Well,” said the Judge, in a familiar, off-hand way, 
‘‘ what have the jury to say?” 

‘* May it please the Court,” responded the foreman, “ we, 
the jury, find that the prisoner is not guilty of hittin’ with 
intent to kill but simply to paralyze, and he done it.” 

The verdict was received with applause, and the prisoner 
given an ovation. — Green Bag. 


A STRANGER got off the car and, accosting a newsboy, 
asked him to direct him to the nearest bank. 

“This way,’ said the newsie, and, turning the corner, 
pointed to a skyscraper just across the street. 

“Thank you, and what do I owe you?” said the gentle. 
man, pulling a penny out of his pocket. 

“A quarter, please.’ 

“A quarter! Isn’t that pretty high for directing a man 
to the bank?” 

‘You'll find, sir,’ said the youngster, ‘that bank direct- 
ors are paid high in Chicago.’ — Chicago Tribune. 


‘Do you play any instrument, Mr. Jimp?” 
“Yes ; I’m a cornetist,”’ 

“And your sister?” 

*She’s a pianist.” 

* Does your mother play?” 

* She’s a zitherist.”’ 

* And your father?” 

‘ He’s a pessimist.’’— Hachange. 
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Established 1823. 


| WILSON 
WHISKEY. 


That’s All! 








Works, Camden, N.J. 








FSTERBROOKS 


150 Varieties. 
For Sale by all Stationers. 


THE ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN Cu. 


37 Avenue de l'Opera, Paris. 
Sie aS ESTERBROOKS: 


Strong—durable—easy to write 
with—hard to use up. 
26 John St., New York. 





















OSCAR’S SAUCE 


{As served at the Waldorf-Astoria.) 


For Oysters, Oyster Cocktails, Cold Meats, Game, etc. 
Diplome d’Honneur, Paris Exposition, 1900. 


Available from purveyors of articles de luxe in principal cities. 














CHEW 


BEEMAN’S 


THE ORIGINAL 


PEPS!N 
GUM 


Cures Indigestion 
and Sea Sickness. « 











All Others are Imitations. 







































‘*Taken From LIFE.” AS 


A DAINTY VOLUME of Clever Society 
Verse and Illustrations from LIFE. 
Eighth Thousand. 


Full leather binding, $1.50. 
Club binding, 75 cents. 


This little book makes a delightful birthday or 
holiday gift. 
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“BEGINS RIGHT, ENDS RIGHT, IS RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE.” NEW YORK CENTRAL. 























FRENCH Goued-aitin Waals Be CTs 
“THEWARNER DROS. CO“NEWYORK: Quicaéo “SANTRANCISCO- 


. 5 50 TO $10,00 a6 Class soe 


REDFERN DESIGNS WITH THE CURVED WAIST LINES. 
_ STRAIGHT PRON(S, ROUNDING HIPS AND LOW BUST 


EFFECTS, "WILL PRODUCE AN ELEGANCE OF FIGURE - 


THAT NO OTHER CORSETS CAN. THEY COST SOME- _ 


WHAT MORE , BUT ARE A NECESSITY 10 A WELL 
GOWNED WOMAN ==> 


AND. PLAIN OR EXQUISITELY EMBROIDERED. 


DAINTY NOVELTIES IN BROCADES, COUTAL, ITALIAN cms, : 
BATISTES — 
Low Bust, LONG Mi, SHORT Hg STRAT FROM. 4 
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You Can Nor. Buy 


THIS I8 NOT THE PICTURE YOU WILL RECEIVE. 
THIS MERELY GIVES AN IDEA OF THE WIDOW. 


Catalogue of 150 examples of proofs in miniature 
by Gibson, Hanna, Gilbert ana others, for 
selection, sent on receipt of 10 cents. 
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Bu a.Head of GriBson’s Most Bewitching 
Girl may be yours for nothing. 

Each proof signed personally by C. D. 
Gibson, matted and ready for framing, 14 
inches by 11 inches in size, on Japan paper. 

We show herewith a profile sketch of the 
beautiful heroine of Mr. Gibson’s new series 
of cartoons, illustrating the adventures of a 
widow, Mr. Gibson’s latest and most im- 
portant work, which is now appearing in 
Lire. The portrait is much larger and shows 
her full face. 

You can secure the signed portrait only by 
sending $5.00 for a new subscription to Lirr 
for one year. The drawing will not be sold 
or reprinted. It is for the exclusive owner- 
ship of our subscribers. At the expiration of 
this offer the plate will be destroyed. 

New subscribers will receive for five dollars 
a year’s subscription to Lire and the signed 
portrait which you can get in no other way. 


This offer is net. 
LIFE PUBLISHING Co., 19 West 31st St., N. Y. 





There 
are more 


Playing 
Cards 


used than all other brands combined, 
because experience has shown players they 
are the best for general use. 
a Games, and How to Play Them,” a 
page book mailed for six flap ends 
adh icycle boxes, or five 2c. stamps. 


Dept. 27, THE U. S. PLAYING Carp Co., 
Cincinnati, 


Sold by Dealers 


Goddess of Liberty 
from Greenland 


trade-mark ace 
on every pack. 





For Duplicate Whist use Paine’s, Kalamazoo, or U. S. Trays. 





, 
When your liver’s out of order and your skin's not 


very clear 

You had better get some R.LP. S N.S, 
tainly not dear, 

You can get them from your druggist, they only cost 
five cents, 

I’m sure you will not part with them when once you 
do commence. 


they’re cer- 





NO ADMIXTURES 
with 


OLD 


CROW 
RYE 


mee An Honest, Hand made, Sour 
Mash Whiskey. 
Straight Whiskeys are bene- 
ficial, mixed Whiskeys are 
injurious. Highest award, 
Gold Medal for absolute pur- 


ity awarded to Old Crow 
Rye at Paris Exposition, 


H. B. KIRK & CO., Sole Bottlers, W. Y. 








Why 
Take Chances 


When you can be 
sure of it? 


OLD 


DVERTISER will sell at liberal reduction, a complete set, 53 vols., 

Barrie’s Numbered Edition of Balzac’s Complete Works, printed 

on Japan paper; text in English, unexpurgated; illustrated by etchings in 

duplicate; bound in silk cloth, A rare opportunity for collectors or 
admirers of Balzac. Address R. S., 21 West 3ist Street, New York City. 


OVERHOLT 


‘* Bottled in Bond’’ 
direct from the barrel 
at the distillery. 
A. Overno.tt & Co., 
PITTSBURG, PA. 























A Lapby of literary fame once requested Dr. Reid, the 
celebrated medical writer, to call at her house. 

“Be sure you recollect the address,’’ she said as she 
quitted the room, ‘No. 1 Chesterfield Street,” 

“Madam,” said the doctor, “I am too great an admirer 
of politeness not to remember Chesterfield, and, | fear, too 
selfish ever to forget Number One.’ —Argonaut. 


Ir will be the fad to visit California this winter. For 
information as to the best route apply to General Passenger 
Office, Santa Fe Route, Chicago. 


iiMistrious ancestor 
“Why not 


“TI worice that you refer to my 
merely as Wilhelm I.,". remarked the Kaiser. 
* Wilhelm der Grosse’?”’ 

“But, your Highness,” stammered the obsequious court 
historian. 


“Oh! that’s all right. You may speak of me as ‘ Wilhelm 


der Double Grosse.’ — Philadelphia Press. ’ 

SPEAKING of a good Champagne brings in mind 
Cook’s Imperial Champagne Extra Dry. The wine that 
sparkles. 


“So Bronner is the only one in your neighborhood who 
has his coal in, eh?” 


“ Yes, and we tell him he’ll have to give a house warm- | 


ing by and by and invite us all in,” 
— Philadelphia Evening Bulletin. 


Finest train in the world; finest meals in the world ; 
finest scenery in the world. The California Limited, Santa 
Fe Route, from Chicago. 


SHE: John, dear, that recipe for lemon pie in my new 
cook book says to sit on a hot stove and stir constantly. 
He: Well, Penelope, if you do sit on a hot stove I think 
you will find that you have to stir constantly. 
— Indiana Weekly. 


HOTEL VENDOME, BOSTON. 


All the attractions of hotel life, with the comforts and 
privacy of home. 


He: Don’t you think you are rather extravagant, my 
dear, to pay so much for that hat? 

Sue: Before we were married you never thought any- 
thing that was for me was extravagant, no matter how much 
it cost. 

‘You mean I never said what I thought in those days.’ 

— Boston Transcript. 








Malt 
Breakfast 
Food | 


Malt Gives to the Cereal Delicious 
Flavor and Aids Digestion. 


The nutritive value of Malt has, for | 
centuries, been recognized; to get its great | 
health and strength giving properties it | 
must be combined with the only perfect 
food grain, Wheat. Malt Breakfast Food 
is made of the finest of Malt and Wheat, it 
is deli-:ious in flavor, rich with nourishment 
and so easily digested that as a food for 
invalids and convalescents it is unexcelled. 
Malt Breakfast Food has immediately be- 
come the favorite cereal; and is widely 
used for breakfast and supper. 


























- COCKTAILS 





_ | $500. Reward 


: oe We have advertised for nine years that 
AR a cocktail made of the same materials 

‘ and proportions and aged is better than 
one that is made as wanted. To more 
strongly impress the public with our state. 
ment and to remove such little, unjust 
prejudices as may exist against the“ Club 
Cocktails,’’ we now offer $500.00 to any 
4 party who will prove our assertion to be 
untrue. Wecontend that a cocktailisa 
blend of different liquors and that all 
blends improve with age. If you think we 
are wrong, prove it and get the $500.00. 


AVOID IMITATIONS. 
For Sale by all Druggists and Dealers. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props., 





29 Broadway, N. Y., Hartford, Conn., 20 Piccadilly, W. London, Eng. 

















Alois P. Swoboda 


teaches by mail, with perfectsuccess, 
his original and scientific method of 
Physiological Exercise without any 





It is the onl 
development an 


apparatus whatever, and requiring 


but a few minutes’ time in your own room just before retiring. By this condensed system 
more exercise can be obtained in ten minutes than by any other in two hours, and it is 
the only one which does not overtax the heart. 


natural, easy and speedy method for obtaining perfect health, physical 
elasticity of mind and body. 








Absolutely Cures Constipation, 


- .- and revitalizes the whole body . . = 


Indigestion, Sleeplessness, 
Nervous Exhaustion 








— 


Pupils are of both sexes, ranging in age from fifteen to eighty-six, and all recommend the 
7 system. Since no two people are in the same physical condition, individual instructions ar 
4] given in each case. i 
from many of America’s leading citizens, to 


ALOIS P. SWOBODA, 105 Venetian Bidg., CHICAGO. 


Write at once for full information and Booklet containing endorsements | 
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THE STOVE PIPE. 


— Journal Amusant. 
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The Lion Brand ‘‘ Mac-Hurdle”’ Shirt is for full dress. The band attached to the flaps 
—_ at the sides of the bosom buckles lightly around the body, absolutely preventing bulging or 
cracking of the bosom, however much you bend over, or whatever position you assume. 
This patented device is the only successtul one tor the purpose. The imitations it has aroused 
are only partially effective, so for satisfaction examine the label—look tor ‘* Mac-Hurdle.” 
This device, made in Lion Brand style and quality by skilled workmen, produces the 
| only acceptable shirt for gentlemen’s evening wear. 
UNITED SHIRT AND COLLAR CO., Makers, Troy, N. Y. 
= 
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The 
—— AND GENUINE, — 


imitations. 


All successtul coske & use 
Perrins’ Sauce 

104 get the most delicious 
vor for soups, fish, meats, 
gravy, game, Salads etc. 

gona TUre ON EVERy Born. 
lea~pend 
John Duncan's Sons, AgenTs-Neworx. 


CATS. 

Beautiful Angoras, long hair and big tails. 

ilustrated circulars. Walnut Ridge Farms, 
Boston, Mass. 











coend) 
| Constable AC 


Women’s 


Furnishings. 
Imported Crépe and Silk Tea Gowns. 
French Flannel Waists. 
Japanese Silk Quilted Peignoirs, 
Albatross Breakfast Jackets. 
Straight-front Corsets. 
Silk Petticoats, 
Embroidered White Skirts 


Broadway A 196 ot. 


NEW YORK. 





The delightful 
flavour and un- 
mistakable 
aroma peculiar to 


“Canadian 
Club’ 
Whisky 


are not affected in 
the slightest de- 
gree by the addi- 
tion of carbonated 
or still water. High 
Balls made from 
“Canadian Club” 
are unusually 
fragrant and de- 
licious, and have 
@ flavour which 
is thoroughly de- 
a egg and satis- 

ng. “SS “f 2 Xe 














November 8, 1900 

















SO OBLIGING, TOO! 


UNCLE (an old Jriend, to daughter of the house); 


DEAR, I'VE GOT SUCH A COLD! 
NEPHEW (with alacrity): 


CAN I DO ANYTHING FOR YOU, UNCLE? 


GOOD-BYE! I WON’T KISS YOU, MY 








=~ Kerr & Co. 


| 


Good judgment and 
good taste lead to 
e selection of 


EVANS’ 
ALE anp 
STOUT 


Rich bouquet, mellow flavor, 
creamy head and absence of sediment 
commend them to persons of 
judgment and taste. 


Any dealer anywhere. 














“‘AGenuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
— Medical Press (London), Aug. 1899, 


MARTELL'S 
_ THREE STAR 
BRANDY 


AT ALL BARS AND RESTAURANTS. 





nsact a 


Redmond, (“: 


subject 
Dividends and inte 
collected and 
Act a 
Agent for 
and negotiate and 
issue loans of rail- 
street rail 


Securities 


bought and sold o 
commission. 
DEAL IN 


rest 
remitted. 
Fiscal 


BANKERS, 
41 WALL ST., N. Y. 
Members 
N. Y. Stock Exchange. 
High-Grade Investment Securit 
Lists of current offerings sent on to iene 


PHILADELPHIA C RRESPOND! 
GRAHAM, KERR & CO 














Faster than Ever 
to California 











CHICAGO” 
& NORTH-WESTERN 
RAILWAY 


JHE OVERLAND LIMITED leaves 

Chicago 6.30 p. m. daily via Chicago 
Union Pacific & North-Western Line, at- 
rives San Francisco 5.15 afternoon of third 
day and Los Angeles 7.45 next morning. 
No change of cars; all meals in Dining 
Cars. Buffet Library Cars with barber. 
The best of everything. The Pacific 
Express leaves 10.30 p. m. daily. Tourist 
Sleepers dajly to California and Oregom 
Personally conducted excursions every 
week. Send 4 cents postage for ‘‘ Cali« 


fornia Illustrated” to 


461 Broadway, - New York|435 Vine St., - Cinoinnatl 
601 Ches’t 8t., Philade/phia| 507 Smithf’ Id St., Pi 9) 
368 Washington 8t., Boston| 234 Superior St., "Cl 4 
301 Bein %. ~~ 2 * ‘Buffalo 7 Campus Harti’ 











